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Krieger to t1ead New 
f:llumni Programs Office 
BY JEREMY SHERE 
Associate Editor 
It's official. 
! I 
�F, 
Nancy Krieger, after 23 years as Director of Stu- · • 
dent Placement Services, is moving on. 
"It just sort of happened," said Krieger, smiling. 
"The Dean approached me completely out of the blue 
and placed the new position right in my lap." 
The new position is Director of Alumni Programs, 
a Dean Lehman initiative aimed at utilizing the vast 
network of Michigan Law alumni across the country. 
The idea for an Alumni Programs office came about 
in part due to the suggestions of the Michigan Alumni 
Club in Washinton D.C .. The D.C. club, consisting of 
Michigan Law graduates living and working in D.C., 
asked the school for more programming support, and 
the Dean responded by creating the new position, with 
Ms. Krieger in mind as its director. 
"I'll be doing a lot of PR work," Krieger said. 
"Over the years I've gotten to know a lot of the alumni 
because they passed through this office looking for 
jobs. Now, I'll get to hop around the country visiting 
Please see Krieger, p. 2 Nothin' But Nate: Nate Plantinga (2L) takes it to the 
tin. IM Sports Returns next issue. 
Is TillS THE BEsT WAY To RUN A LAw ScHooL? 
One Shot at Grade Worries Students, Professors Disagree 
BY MICHAEL SACHS 
RG Staff Writer 
It's been said that the most popu­
lar player on a losing football team is 
the back-up quarterback. Why? Be­
cause fans think that if he were only 
playing, the team would be winning. 
Believe it or not, there may be an 
analogy between that parable and the 
examination system for law schools 
across the country. Many students don't 
particularly like the current system 
(typically one final exam counting 100 
percent of the final grade), and argue 
that if there was a different system, any 
system, life would be better. 
But what sort of system would stu­
dents prefer? Take-home finals? Term 
papers? Mid-terms? A set-up resem­
bling undergraduate school -with two 
mid-terms counting 20% each, class 
participation worth 20%, and a final 
exam worth 40%? 
Whatever method that is chosen, 
the question is whether it will ad­
equately test the skills of law school 
students to apply the knowledge that 
they' ve learned in the classroom. 
Professor Ted St. Antoine, who 
Please see Exams, p. 2 
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Exams 
continued from p. 1 
served as Dean of the Law School dur­
ing the 1970s, says that he would add 
in a practice mid-term for 1st year stu­
dents because they may not be prepared 
for the rigor of preparing for a law 
school exam. He does, however, like 
the current system when measured 
against others. He compares exams to 
1 00-yard dashes in the Olympics, where 
athletes train years for only ten seconds, 
or to appellate court proceedings, where 
lawyers have only fifteen minutes to 
make their case. 
"Over three years," says St. 
Antoine, "the good days and the bad 
plaint that one bad day during Finals 
Week could cost a student immensely 
in the job search process. 
The idea of a mid-term not just for 
lL's, but also for all law school students, 
sounds especially appealing to several 
students. 
"You need to have a mid-term," 
agrees 2L Tim Howard. "Hell, [Pro­
fessor] J.J. White gives eight exams a 
year." 
lL Taras Rudnitsky, on the idea of 
a mid-term: "I think that would be 
great." 
Another complaint directed at the 
" o n e ­
[PROFESSOR TEd ST. ANTOINE] COM-­
pARES EXAMS TO l 00..-yARd dASHES IN 
exam" sys­
tem is ech­
oed by 3 L  
Jeff Torres, 
who says 
that he's 
w o r r i e d  
THE OLyMpiCS, WHERE ATHLETES TRAIN 
YEARS FOR ONLy TEN SECONds. 
days are going to average out." The 
professor is referring to a common com-
Krieger 
continued from p. 1 
everyone. It's really the perfect job for 
me." 
that some 
professors may not be able to discrimi­
nate between A's and A-minuses, and 
B's and B-pluses, and so on." 
"The one-exam system works bet­
ter when you have smaller classes," says 
Torres, "because students have more 
confidence in the professor to distin­
guish between grades." 
The consensus around the law 
school seems to be 
that there is no con-
a credible solution. 
When employers come to Michi­
gan for on-campus interviews in the fall 
of a student's second year, they usually 
have only six to eight grades to see. 
Many of these employers will hire stu­
dents as summer associates at firms 
based partly on this small number of 
grades, which puts an overwhelming 
emphasis on a student's first-year 
grades. Also, because a good number 
of third-year students have already been 
hired at these same firms before their 
third year even begins, the significance 
of third-year grades can sometimes be 
incredibly low. 
The call for "exam reform," or 
"E.R.," is not limited only to Michigan 
Law School. 
Howard Rosenburg, a first-year 
student at Chicago-Kent School of Law, 
recently wrote an article in the Kent 
Commentator in which he attacked the 
school for its policies regarding grades 
and examinations. After the article was 
published, Rosenburg received a letter 
from his criminal law professor, 
Stephen Sowle. Far from reprimand­
ing his student, Sowle said that 
Rosenburg's general point was "right on 
the mark," and that professors should 
give mid-terms or "a series of brief pa­
pers." Although programming plans are 
not yet in the works, Krieger hopes to 
organize clubs, like the DC club, all 
around the country. sensus on what to 
do. Professor 
Steven Croley says 
he has mixed feel-
"HELL ' J . J . WHITE GIVES EIGHT 
EXAMS A YEAR_" 
-TIM HOWARd [2L] 
Ms. Krieger will remain in her cur­
rent position until a replacement is 
found, a process that will take some 
time. Over three hundred applicants 
from across the country have submit­
ted resumes, including Rob Precht, cur­
rent Director of Public Service at the 
law school. 
ings about the way --------------------·
law schools give out 
"I submitted an application," said 
Precht, "and I know they're looking at 
a lot of people. I'm sure I'd enjoy that 
position, but I'm very happy with my 
position now. So, we'll see." 
Students can look forward to an 
expansion in placement resources. The 
new director will hire one more full time 
placement staffer. 
�· 
exams, but on balance, he likes it. 
"When I was in school, I liked the 
challenge of the two weeks. You had 
to mix out [the material]. But, at this 
end of the desk, I worry that students 
think they can cram at the end of the 
semester and do well." 
There's another concern regarding 
exams that may have nothing to do with 
whether or not there's one, two, or three 
of them, or whether they're take-home 
or in-class. And this issue may not have 
This may be a problem without a 
feasible answer that can satisfy every­
body. Perhaps it's analogous to bad 
weather, where there's simply nothing 
you can do about it but complain. 
On the other hand, sometimes put­
ting in the back-up quarterback makes 
a team better. Ask Jim Harbaugh and 
the Indianapolis Colts. 
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Othello Delivers on All Fronts 
BY JEREMY SHERE 
RG Associate Editor 
A gondola glides silently on dark, 
murky Venetian waters. A man, seated, 
stares into the camera as he glides by, 
face hidden by a Harlequin's mask. So 
opens the most recent film adaptation 
of Shakespeare's Othello, a powerful 
tragedy of jealousy, deception, and 
love. 
While the lush Venetian scenery 
tlmos' Boys for Pele a Treat 
and perfectly detailed period costumes 
set an alluring backdrop, the acting 
truly brings this rendition to life. In 
the title role, Lawrence Fishburn 
(Searching for Bobby Fischer) does a 
convincing job, allowing the slow burn 
of suspicion to erupt into an inferno of 
jealousy as he comes to suspect his 
wife, Desdemona, of betraying him 
with another man. W hile not com­
pletely comfortable with the language, 
Fishburn has a commanding presence 
and, with his bald head and alluring 
smile, is fascinating to look at as he flies 
into a jealous rage. BY JoNATHAN BRENNAN 
Editor-in-Chief 
After four years and three albums 
Tori Amos is still looking for inner 
peace. Fortunately for her fans, she has 
yet to find it. Amos' third album, Boys 
For Pele, is the artist's most daring and 
complex work to date. While inacces­
sible at first, the album is well worth 
the effort. 
With accompaniment ranging from 
a full symphony to a harpsichord to a 
live bull, Amos has shown a daring ver­
satility which definitely pays off. 
"Caught a Lite Sneeze" has fast become 
the radio centerpiece of this album, but 
it is not the best work on the album. 
Songs such as "Father Lucifer," "Jupi­
ter," and "Marianne" display some of 
Amos' finest crafting. 
Even more rewarding than the mu­
sic is Amos' lyrics. At times her words 
are as thick as those of Joyce. She 
mixes eclectic images with icons and 
culturally powerful symbols. Rape, cru­
cifixion, religion, blood, and firearms 
provide recurring motifs. Behind the 
symbols and the images lie some very 
personal themes for Amos. The album 
is full of references to trust betrayed and 
to a love lost or missing. All the while, 
though, this album has a much more 
independent message than her past al­
bums. The cover art is a picture of 
Amos on a front porch rocking chair, 
shotgun across her lap, snake at her feet 
while a dead chicken hangs from the 
roof. Not exactly Gloria Gaynor's "I 
Will Survive." 
Amos brings together a wide vari­
ety of musical styles including classi­
cal, ragtime, blues, and hymn. On "Not 
the Red Baron" she combines a sym­
phonic arrangement with a hymn-like 
tune. The result is a piece that would 
be just at home in a concert hall as it 
would a church. "In the Springtime of 
His Voodoo" is a bayou blues piece 
while "Professional Widow" is a romp 
through Amos' angry passion. 
What is it that makes Tori Amos 
so appealing? In the richness of this 
album lies the understatement of her 
conviction. Perhaps for that very rea­
son the work becomes much more pow­
erful. Her songs have the same emo­
tional intensity as those of Alanis 
Morisette and Sinead O'Connor but 
Tori Amos has the artful ability to make 
her point with a bit more subtlety and 
in this album she has decided to make 
that point with hymns rather than an­
thems. 
Fans expecting the same quick 
payoff as from Amos' debut Little 
Earthquakes will need to give Boys for 
Pele an extra listen to find out that the 
same savvy is there but this time Amos 
is covering far more ground. The 
work, though, is well worth it. 
Fueling the Moor's fire is Iago, 
played brilliantly by Kenneth 
Branaugh. Widely acclaimed for his 
work in previous film adaptations of 
Shakespeare (Henry V, Much Ado 
About Nothing), Branaug)l plays the 
scheming Iago as a laughing, drinking, 
good time Charley. That is, until he is 
left alone with the camera. Then, with 
an ice cold stare and tones of calculated 
guile, Iago reveals his plans to ruin 
Othello. Branaugh has an uncanny 
ability to make Shakespeare's prose 
sound fresh and modem. An obviously 
intimate knowledge of the language 
makes Branaugh's remarkable perfor­
mance well worth watching. 
Perhaps the most intriguing char­
acter in the Shakespearean cannon, 
Iago's motivation to destroy Othello 
has long puzzled scholars, and this ver­
sion offers no explanation. Aside from 
a quick suggestion that Othello may 
have slept with Iago's wife, Iago offers 
no explanation for his acts, aside from 
expressing a deep-rooted hatred of the 
Moor. 
Although at times weighed down 
by heavy-handed imagery and a slow 
pace, this Othello succeeds in bringing 
to life the passion and insight of 
Shakespeare's genius. 
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ADVICE FOR THE OVEREDUCATED AND UNDEREMPLOYED 
HE , THIRd YEAR 
HEY THIRD YEAR! 
Although I'm not sure why, I'm applying for clerkships 
right now. How hard is it to get one? Do I have a chance? 
Is 250 applications enough? Do the judges even read all the 
junk we send out? Have any helpful hints? 
From Mr. 
Mailmerge 
Dear Mr. Mailmerge, 
Getting a clerkship is not as hard as you may think. 
Convenience stores often put help wanted signs right in the 
window. 
If it is a judicial clerkship you are seeking, however, 
then listen closely to advice from those who could have got­
ten clerkships. 
First, regarding clerkship location: always apply to 
places that even college bowl champions couldn't find on 
the map. Do you think that you are the first person who 
figured out that a year or two in Honolulu or San Francisco 
wouldn't be so bad? But Medina, OH or Olathe, KS are 
frequently overlooked. In response to your question about 
the proper number of applications: of course 250 is not 
enough!! There are far more judges than that in the United 
States (not to mention Puerto Rico). If by the end of this 
process you tongue isn't glue coated and bleeding from 
papercuts - you havn 't really tried! As far as the actual 
contents of your application, we have compiled a list of steps 
to take to distinguish yourself from the rest of the riffraff: 
I) Custom Stationary is a surefire attention-grabber. A 
Hello Kitty cover letter can bring a smile to any judge's 
busy day. Sending your resume on Kiss stationary lets the 
judge know that you rock! Don't be shy- they sky's the 
limit!! 
2) A splash of perfume or cologne on the envelope never 
hurts. Apply generously. 
3)Judges want to know what you're like. Do a "day in 
the life" video, or tape yourself saying something like: "yes 
judge, whatever you say judge". This may help the judge 
determine your suitability for the job. 
4) How about making your applications fun! I You might 
try printing your resume in invisible ink and sending along 
a decoder pen. Or, box your application with a funny pop­
out snake! Tee-heel 
5) Don't assume that judges don't like gifts! Traditional 
favorites include: chocolates, wrestlemania tickets, small 
shiny objects (judges seem to be fascinated by these), and 
anything that can be banged on a podium. If your judge lives 
in a cold climate (which seems likely), legwarmers are a popu­
lar option. If February 1st is upon you and you still havn't 
done your shopping - cash or a gift certificate are always 
appropriate. 
6) Writing YOU MAY ALREADY BE A WINNER!! on 
the front of the envelope insures that it will be opened. 
Overall, although the process may seem mired in tradi­
tion, what these judges really want is for someone to throw 
them a curve-ball. Protocol-shmotocol is what we always say. 
Kind of catchy isn't it? 
We hope that you find these tips useful. 
HEY, THIRD YEAR! 
I'm becoming increasingly concerned about these "Bar­
risters". Why must they publicize it to the world every time 
"the hand descends?" Is it some kind of masturbation club? 
How can I keep my pendaflex out of it? 
Lining my Pendaflex with Kleenex 
Dear Lining my Pendajlex, 
Yes, the Barristers is "some kind" of masturbation club .. 
. but is it a masturbation club with an agenda. The Barristers 
is a grass-roots political movement dedicated to destigmatizing 
the act of self gratification. The group has chosen the act of 
"checking one's pendajlex" as a unity gesture, symbolizing sym­
pathy with the cause. So every time you check your pendajlex 
it's like your saying to the world "Hey world! I masturbate!" 
We're surprised your orientation leader didn't tell you about 
this. 
HEY, THIRD YEAR! 
I'm in love with a third-year on Law Review. I try to send 
her flowers but she just tells me I'm part of the deconstructionist 
male genderarchy responsible for the rot in our post-modem 
society. 
She has really nice hooters. What should I do? 
Verbally Assaulted But hopelessly in Love 
Please see Hey, Third Year, p. 5 
WRITE To Us WITH YouR QuESTIONS. rgadvice@umich.edu 
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First Year Interviews Decline. But Don't Fear (Yet) 
BY MIKE MuczYNsKI 
Assistant Editor 
It's interview time again, boys and 
girls. The official figures show that 
there are currently 15 interviewers 
scheduled for this year's winter ses­
sions, with the majority seeking first or 
second-year students. That's three 
fewer than last year and a whopping 
eight fewer than the winters of '93 and 
'94. With the number of firms and com­
panies coming to campus in decline, the 
competition is going to be something 
fierce. With Nancy Krieger moving on, 
it is unclear whether or not the Office 
of Career Services will be more aggres­
sive in reversing this trend. What is 
certain however, is that more students 
are competing for less jobs. 
In a whimsical tribute to stagger­
ing law school debt, the RG has com­
piled a list of do's and don'ts to aid you 
in your job search. 
ToP 10 Do's AND DoN'T's oF 
JOBHUNTING 
1. Do respond to the objectives and 
needs of both you and your interviewer. 
Don't answer every question with your 
name, rank and serial number. 2. Do 
give specific examples of how your 
background makes you the best candi­
date for the job. Don't List your hob-
Hey Third Year 
contmued from p. 4 
Dear Assaulted, 
bies as including: a) binge drinking b) 
auto-theft c) anal retention d) Elvis im­
personations. 3. Do listen intently to 
the interviewer, maybe even leaning for­
ward in your chair. Don't take the op­
portunity to clip your toenails. 4. Do 
sell yourself to the interviewer. Don't 
try to sell the interviewer crack. 5. Do 
show up early and greet your inter­
viewer with a smile and a firm hand­
shake. Don't leave halfway during the 
interview, explaining that you're late for 
a meeting with your parole officer. 6. 
Do dress conservatively- you can es­
tablish your uniqueness through conver­
sation and demeanor. Don't interrupt 
the interviewer by sniffing the air sus­
piciously and asking, "Did you just 
fart?" 7. Do substitute strengths for 
weaknesses. Instead of saying you can't 
do something in particular, list the 
things you can do that are substantially 
similar. Don't substitute their usual 
coffee with Folger's crystals. 8. Do re­
tain control throughout the interview. 
Don't mark your territory on the table 
legs. 9. Do ask questions that show you 
know the firm's needs and objectives. 
Ask a question about something specific 
that the interviewer mentioned earlier. 
Don't ask if the firm will move your 
rock collection from Michigan to Cali-
fornia. 10. Do be brief, but thorough in 
your communication style. Long­
winded, endless responses to questions 
can lose the interest of the interviewer 
and you can get "lost" in your response. 
Don't punctuate every sentence with 
the word "penis." Bonus. Do follow 
up quickly and in writing to indicate 
your continued interest in the position 
and your enthusiasm for working with 
the firm. Don't follow the interviewer 
to his/her home. Bonus. Do bring a 
copy of the RG to the interview to indi­
cate knowledge of current issues and 
good taste. Don't bring your photo al­
bum and insist on narrating its entire 
contents 
Most importantly, do show the in­
terviewer that you will "fit in." No one 
wants to hire an individual with no per­
sonality, no matter the qualifications. 
Remember, the only purpose of the first 
job interview is to get the second inter­
view. That's it. 
Portions adapted from "105 Ways to 
F**k Up a Job Interview", Tharunlw Maga­
zine, "A Job Interview is Not a Contest", 
lrv Zuckerman, "Job Interviews", Wendy S. 
Enelow , "Different Types of Interviews 
Require Different Strategies", the All Busi-
ness Network. 
Don't give up! Think back to 6th grade; when a girl 
held her nose as she walked by what did it mean? It meant 
she liked you! The same principal applies here at the law 
school. Probably the best idea is just to wait until those 
hormones get themselves straightened out. In the mean­
time, if you can't stay away, you could occaisionally give 
her bra a playful snap as you pass her in the hall. 
2) Try the straight forward approach. Ask her why she 
doesn't like you. If she says she doesn't know ... ask her 
again! Repeat until submission. 
3) When called on in class, instead of answering, defer to 
her. This will let her know how much you respect her intelli­
gence. 
4) You have a telephone - why don't you use it! Put her 
number on your speed dial and call it whenever you have a free 
moment. When she picks up, mutter your name backwards at a 
slow speed. She won't know what hit her, but soon she will be 
yours! Late night calls are particualarly effective for enhanc­
ing the subliminal effect. 
If you just can't stand the passive approach, we do 
have a few courtship techniques for you which seem to be 
universally effective in evoking strong emotions from law 
school women: 
I) When you are around her, talk about yourself a 
lot. Eventually she will see what an interesting person 
you are! This strategy has the added advantage of keep­
ing her from talking and using those big words that you 
can't understand. 
5) If it's her hooters you're after- just focus on those. 
One gaping stare can be worth a thousand words. 
Hope this helps. If all else fails, just tell people you and 
she are an item anyway. She will almost certainly be flattered. 
�· 
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sity of Michigan law or library science students. 
Reference desk Assistants. Apply in the Law 
Library, Rrn. S-180, 8-12 and 1-5 p.m. Mon.­
Fri. Submit resume with application. Apply 
early; applications accepted until all positions 
are filled. 
0 P I N I 0 N 
The Unfortunate Demise of the 
Women and the law Clinic 
The University of Michigan is in the process of slowly dismantling the Women 
and the Law Clinic. The University was one of the first schools in the nation to 
have such a program and to shut it down is a substantial loss. The unfortunate 
nature of the situation is about the only thing upon which all sides agree. Whether 
the administration is doing this because of a lack of funding or because of an 
inability to slot hire is really irrelevant to the students who counted on the pro­
gram continuing. 
The University of Michigan is a business and as such it must make its own 
decisions as to which programs it deems to be "essential". The purpose of any 
essential or non-essential program is to entice students in higher quantities and 
calibers to enter the University. It is the prerogative of the administration, the 
[R]epresentations were made to students. as recently as 
last spring. that the Women and the Law Clinic was 
alive and well. tlfter having made these representa­
tions. whether bona fide or not the administration has 
a moral duty to keep the clinic alive for the next two 
years until those students graduate. 
Dean specifically, to decide what programs are funded and which are not. If the 
Dean decides that the money for this program is better spent on another program, 
which may attract more students, he has every right to switch the funding. 
The problem is that representations were made to students, as recently as last 
spring, that the Women and the Law Clinic was alive and well. After having 
made these representations, whether bona fide or not, the administration has a 
moral duty to keep the clinic alive for the next two years until those students 
graduate. After then, when they have graduated, nobody will be able to claim 
they came here for the administration's attentiveness to women's issues. For 
now, a part of the student body bought into the University relying on the exist­
ence of the clinic. Shutting it down without warning is simply unfair to those 
students. 
Write to us: rg@umich.edu 
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Con1n1entary: W on1en and the Law-
by JILL BOWMAN 
The Women and the Law Clinic was recently elimi­
nated from the Law School despite its successes. Many 
students are outraged about the treatment of Julie Field 
and the closure of the clinic. 
One of the 
thermore, women comprise only 13% of the tenured faculty. 
It appears that despite women's progress in gaining admit­
tance to the Law School, mostly men still decide what topics 
are essential to a law 
school education. 
administration's defenses is 
that the Law School does not 
"slot hire" for specific posi­
tions. Unless a subject is 
considered a part of the es­
sential curriculum, no one is 
required to teach it. Despite 
the facts that women repre­
sent 43% of the Law School 
and paid more than 10.8mil­
lion dollars this year in tu-
DESPITE THE FACTS THAT WOMEN REPRESENT W hat does the 
law school's elimina­
tion of the Women and 
the Law Clinic sym­
bolize about its com­
mitment to sex equal­
ity? Hiring Catharine 
MacKinnon is not a 
substitute for actual 
sex equality for 
43% OF THE LAW ScHOOL AND PAID MORE 
THAN 10.8 MILLION DOLLARS THIS YEAR IN 
TUITION, THE FACULTY DOES NO T CONSIDER 
COURSES SUCH AS WOMEN AND THE LAW PART 
OF AN ESSENTIAL CURRICULUM. 
ition, the faculty does not consider courses such as Women 
and the Law part of an essential curriculum. 
Women have traditionally lacked a voice in decisions 
about the content of courses. In the 136 year history of the 
Law School, only men have been selected as deans. Fur-
L e t t ers t o  t h e  Edi t o r  
Dear Editor: 
As much as I enjoy your paper (a glimmer of human­
ity in the wasteland of law school social interaction), I 
must say that I was quite distressed when faced with the 
two page spread in your January 22, 1996 issue on Jason 
Frank's attempts at masturbation. 
As a member of last year's brow-beaten New Sec­
tion, I feel I have received quite enough exposure to Mr. 
Frank's sex life, even considering its comic value. In 
our other\vise deficient discussion of rape in Professor 
Kamisar's class, Mr. Frank felt compelled to raise (par­
don the pun) the point that men don't always consent to 
sex, as in the case where he woke up after a night of 
drunken abandon, only to find a woman on top of him. 
Perhaps Mr. Frank should be reminded hat he is in 
law school, not psychotherapy, although the differences 
elude many of us. 
Sincerely, 
A New Section Survivor 
Ed Note: In a rare yet wise editorial decision, Jason's 
request to include photos and artwork with his January 
22 column was summarily denied. 
women students. Nor 
is simply providing credit for work with the Family Law Project 
adequate. It is time that the Law School play a more active 
role in providing an education about the relationship that 43% 
of the students have to the law. 
Ann Arbor. East Lansing • Kalamazoo 
All Beer. Liquor and 
Wine HaU Price 
THIS WEDNESDAY (2/7): 
JAWBONE 
Next Wendesday (2/14): 
VALENTINES DAY W/ D.J. 
JOHN KING 
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Once every moon, when the day 
reads twenty-nine 
You'll find them all standing, in that 
famous MacKinnon Line 
*** 
It all started because of Nate. He 
knew it. I knew it. Everyone in line 
knew it. By now, you all have heard 
about the famous MacKinnon line. We 
can see the truckload of reporters 
stalked out outside the windows of 
Hutchins Hall, waiting for our reaction 
to what will now be the fourth booting. 
"There must be a better way to be 
part of a national following." 
Gutzler turns his eyes from the 
window to the floor. The voice yells 
"Next" and we obediently move for­
ward. We are all beaten men. But I 
guess I'm getting ahead of myself. I 
guess all stories have to have a begin­
ning, so I'll begin this one with a be­
ginning as well. 
Month One 
Like I said, it all started because 
of Nate. No one knows why he raised 
his hand that day in class. He had never 
raised his hand before. Maybe the jokes 
had finally got to him. Maybe it was 
one too many "I didn't know you were 
still in school" or "What are you doing 
here, I thought you'd be at the library." 
that finally set him off. You see the joke 
was that Nate never went to class, he 
never studied, and everyone knew it. 
He was the most known absent person 
in the history of the school. And while 
he would always take the ribbing good 
naturedly, on the inside he was guilty, 
on the inside he hurt, on the inside he 
was a sad little clown. So while the 
Jews among us bemoan his actions as 
the fifth question, on that day, different 
than all other days, Nate raised his hand. 
Now, if you're a Michigan student, 
or simply a Canadian, in a moment you 
will understand the true implications of 
these events. W hen Nate raised his 
hand, he raised it in a class called Sex 
Equality. Who was the professor? 
Catherine A. MacKinnon. 
"A woman has to do three times 
the job of a man to get equal pay" 
quipped the celebrated matriarch, her 
hair wrapped tightly in a bun, "Fortu­
nately that's not hard to do." 
Catherine was a feminist's femi­
nist, the most famous in the country. 
The plight of the oppressed was her 
burden, and in case you were fooled by 
her gentle appearance, one glare would 
set you straight. She would not be or­
ganizing many rallies to save the en­
dangered white male. 
"Don't you think the reason 
women don't get equal pay is because responding to the applause, just staring, 
of their biological differences?" staring at some imaginary spot in the 
The voice was meek but familiar. air, for a period of silence that seemed 
I stopped scribbling my notes in mid to last for hours, as the wheels in her 
sentence, and I noticed Craig's pen slip head turned. 
out of his hand, leaving a black line "In fact, the more I think about it, 
across the page. We stared down for a the more I think this would be a really 
moment, our faces strained, as if trying good educational experiment. Maybe 
to remember a dream, and then simul- once a month, we should line up all the 
taneously we snapped our heads to the men in this class, kick them in the groin, 
person at my left. and see how they respond." 
"Differences. What kind of differ- And that's how it all started. That's 
ences?" Catherine inquired, her dark how the famous MacKinnon line was 
pupils engulfing the corneas of her eyes, formed. Not that it didn't have its ob­
forming large circles of black. stacles. We quickly ran to Dean 
"Well, ,...-,,....-,....-------.,.--"T"""-....,..-...,."='" Lehman and 
how about Syverud, but as soon 
PMS?" as they found out it 
"Nate, was Catherine 
what are MacKinnon's idea, 
you do- they started quiver-
ing?" I ing and stuttering, 
asked un- Lehman mumbling 
der my something about 
breath and how it could improve 
through clenched teeth. our school's ranking in the US News 
Catherine remained calm. She and World report. TheACLU was about 
tilted her head sweetly towards her left to help, but then one of our spokesman, 
shoulder, as if perplexed. It reminded J.R., the South Dakotan Norwegian, 
me of this little dinosaur I saw in some started spouting out so much of his re­
film, just before it ate the big fat guy. publican beliefs, that the organization 
"PMS?" wanted to kick hirri in the groin. We 
"Yes PMS. You hire a woman were left to fend for ourselves. 
worker, and one week out of every The question most often asked is 
month she's miserable to be around." why we didn'tjust drop the class. There 
"My God man, get a hold your- were a variety of reasons, really. Some 
self!" yelled Craig, lunging over my seat of us, like Nate, Gutzler and myself, 
to grab Nate's arm. But it was too late, needed the class to graduate because we 
Catherine was ready to respond. had used up all of our allotted pass/fails 
"So, you want to use the Aristilean during our first semester of school. 
model of sameness/difference to justify Others of us, like Schmidt, saw it as a 
inequality." test of male bravado. "No woman's 
"Uh? Yeah, what you said." going to be strong enough to hurt this 
Catherine continued, slowly pro- missile" he would exclaim, as he repeat­
nouncing every word she spoke. "Well, edly pounded below his belt. I think 
it seems to me that if we're really com- secretly this was in all of our thoughts. 
mitted to equality, under that particular We had seen the movies and cartoons. 
model, then we should make men go You get kicked, you bend over, you're 
through the same thing women have to voice becomes high pitched, you move 
endure." on; no big deal. After all, we were men. 
"But men can't have periods." Nate And on the day of the first line, we 
quickly observed, accompanied by his were all in good spirits. The voice 
three grunt laugh. would call "Next," and we would cheer 
Catherine was undaunted and things like "Go get em' Trevor!" And 
Nate's normally friendly smile took on Trevor would jump around, raise his 
a sickly appearance as he waited for her arms above his head like the next heavy 
response. Again she continued, each weight champion of the world, and then 
word sending a brighter light to her eye. bravely he would strut into that dark and 
"But we could make them experience quiet room. The door would close, and 
something comparable. Like we could, together we would throw our fists in the 
for example, once a month systemati- air with a loud "Hurrah!" as our drunken 
cally kick all males in the groin." pirate ancestors had done so many years 
The men in the class perked up in before. 
Month Two their seats. The women in the class 
turned into an audience from daytime 
talk TV. Catherine just stood there, not 
W hen you're in line, you never 
hear a sound from inside the room, they 
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use a sound proof door. And you never 
see the person come out, they use an 
outside exit. Instead, you just stand 
there, there in that musty Hutchins 
Hall; and you wait, you wait for your 
turn. 
No male participant talked about 
that first booting. Not with themselves, 
not with the curious females, not with 
the reporters from channel two. We just 
walked around, quietly going about our 
business. Sometimes, in the beginning, 
we would exchange a look with a fel­
low participant, our eyes would meet, 
an acknowledgment would be made, 
and we would look down and walk 
away. But as time went by, it started to 
fade from memory. We became the 
flem spitting, stomach scratching, 
happy go lucky males we had always 
been before. That is until the fourth 
week, the week before the second boot­
ing. 
At first, it wasn't a sudden change, 
it's just that everyone seemed a little 
pre-occupied. And then the stories 
starting popping up, one by one. 
*** Jason Levine in Kamisar's 
Criminal Justice class *** 
"Mr. Levine" 
"Yeah. W hat do you want?" 
"Did you read the assignment?" 
Then, she brought the fry to her mouth 
and started nibbling, slow little bites, 
as she watched him brush some crumbs 
from his goatee. 
"Why don't we forget studying to­
night." 
The male put down his burger, as 
she slowly walked her fingers up his 
knee. Before she could get any higher, 
he quickly grabbed her hands. 
"Sarretta, I can't." 
She drew her hands away and sat 
back. "Why not?" 
"You know." 
"No, I don't know." 
"Because of yesterday." The male 
kept looking down, timidly picking at 
his food. 
"And what was yesterday?" She 
demanded, her voice rising in anger. 
"You know." But he saw by her 
blank expression that she did not. He 
looked around the room for help, but 
finally he had to concede. Leaning over 
the table he told her in a whisper, "It 
was that time of the month." 
The news spread across the coun­
try like wild-frre. "Man turns down sex. 
That time of the month!" The National 
Organization for Woman and the Chris­
tian Coalition were finally in agreement. 
The MacKinnon line was a model for 
(O]N THE dAy OF THE FIRST LINE, WE WERE 
ALL IN COOd SpiRITS. THE VOICE WOULd CALL 
"NEXT, " ANd WE WOULd CHEER THINCS LikE 
"Go CET EM' TREVOR!" 
"Yes I read the assignment? Po­
lice are bad. Restraints are good. Yada 
Yada Yada." 
** Josh Leichter at the snack bar** 
"I want a diet raspberry" 
"We only have regular raspberry" 
"Well why don't you get off your 
ass. Fly down to the Snapple plant and 
get me a diet raspberry l" 
*** 
And then came the kicker (ah yes, 
another pun). It happened shortly af­
ter the second booting, in fact it was 
the very next day. 
*** The Dog House*** 
A male and a blonde sat at the Chi­
cago Dog house, sharing a turkey 
burger and some fries. The blonde was 
always smiling, but this time the smile 
said something more. For a moment 
she sat there in contemplation, rolling 
a fry between her forefinger and thumb. 
the entire world to follow. A desperate 
Robert Dole, watching his ratings con­
tinue to slide, quickly adopted it as his 
platform. Steve Forbes had the flat tax 
and make your own punch line (well it 
looks like I already did.) Suddenly the 
nation's spotlight was turned on tiny 
Hutchins Hall. 
Month Three 
MacKinnon will speak to no one 
tlrree days before a booting. She locks 
herself in the room and reads up on Title 
IX court decisions, watches old Dice 
Clay videos, and posts degrading por­
nographic pictures on every inch of the 
walls. Her kicks are free of sympathy, 
each strike to settle a score. 
The third line was a strange sight, 
the whimpering almost audible. Trevor 
stood there downing a pint of 
Hagendaaz Ice Cream, swearing it 
would numb his body and soften the 
impact of the blow. The pint was his 
fifteenth one. Others were passing 
around differently designed baseball 
cups for maximum masculine protec­
tion. The cups were something we tried 
at the second booting, but alas 
MacKinnon wears a specially curved 
steel tipped toe, and she was able to get 
right under for a more direct shot. 
"Dammit, Schmidt, you know 
these things don't work, they just make 
her mad." 
"No, mine's different, it has wings 
to cover underneath." 
Gerdes went haywire. Just before 
he was about to be called in, he turned 
and started charging at Nate, scream­
ing that it was all his fault, and mum­
bling something about how just because 
other females wanted to kick Nate in 
the groin, it didn't mean we all had to 
suffer. But Gutzler stopped him before 
he could do any damage. 
"Come on, Gerdes, calm down" 
Gerdes realized what he was about 
to do, and fell sobbing to the floor. 
Gutzler went down as well, and com­
forted him in his arms. 
Gerdes emotions ran amuck. "I'm 
sorry. I don't what came over me. I 
love you guys." 
Gutzler tenderly brushed Gerdes's 
head, as Gerdes broke down to tears. 
"Shhh. It's alright. Everything's go­
ing to be O.K." 
But I looked at Gutzler, and Gutzler 
looked back at me, and we knew, ev­
erything was not going to be O.K. It 
was inevitable. We were going to have 
to go into that room, once every month, 
and no amount of painkillers, ice cream, 
or athletic ware was going to protect us 
from MacKinnon's mighty toe. 
Month Four 
And here we are today, waiting, 
until the voice calls "Next." The gov­
ernor of Wisconsin took a special trip. 
He thinks it might be a good way to 
keep people off the welfare lines, but 
honestly I've stopped paying attention 
to the news. I guess I must admit, I think 
I'll walk away from this experience 
more than just black and blue. For the 
frrst time, I think I really understand a 
bit more about the opposite gender, and 
believe me I have felt the anger our 
oppression has caused them over the 
years. I have learned we must change 
the system, we must be sensitive to oth­
ers pain, and perhaps this was a worth­
while cost for such a valuable lesson. 
But still I can't help but thinking, I 
should have went to Duke. 
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D R. G :  Faces At the Bottom of My Well  
I was running down the street the 
other day, trying to escape from the 
clutches of "the Man", when I heard a 
ghostly, sweetly ethereal sound. Inex­
tricably, I found myself being pulled 
toward it. The closer I got to the source, 
however, the more I could hear the beat. 
Finally, just as soon as I realized that I 
was in fact being seduced by the 
funkiclousness of Parliament, that's 
when I saw it. 
A monstrous flying saucer. 
The silver disk hung in the air, sup­
ported by nothingness, filling the space 
of five football fields. Lights on the ship 
flashed in time to the music. 
It was so beautiful I almost cried. 
"Who?" I thought. "From where this 
otherworldly wonder?" 
Just then, I was struck to my knees 
by a wave of sound. Bursts of energy 
jarred every cell in my body, then, as if 
deciding, that same energy picked me 
up into the air and pulled me toward 
the ship. 
"Yes ! Yes ! "  I shouted, tears 
streaming down my face. "The Man 
won't get me now." 
The hatch on the enormous globe 
sprung open, and I prepared myself to 
meet small green-gray creatures with 
oversized heads and black saucer-like 
eyes. Instead, a black hand reached 
down from the hatch and pulled me in. 
''Welcome aboard!" a dark, wide-nosed, 
friendly-faced, man declared. "You'll 
be safe now." 
I looked about in wonder at the riot 
of people, and color, and sound. Chi­
nese, Hispanics, Samoans, Blacks, Es-
kimos, Indians, Aborigines . . . every 
type of person you could imagine, ex­
cept for one, and at the moment I 
couldn't recall who that could be. All 
was singing and laughing and dancing. 
Off in the corner some people were 
kicking something. 
"Come!"  Boomed a voice from the 
loudspeaker, "Come and eat!" 
From nowhere there appeared a 
mile long table laden with a bountiful 
feast. There were enchiladas, chitlins, 
dim sum, pecan pie, General Tso's Pork, 
pig feet, and some of everything else. 
The smell was wondrous and all the 
people sat down and tucked into it right 
quick. 
I was eating and laughing and 
drinking, when I smelled a foul odor. 
When I turned around to chastise some­
one for making such a terrible smell - I 
saw that it was corning from another 
table. I went to have a look - and what 
I saw was ghastly. 
There, a much smaller table than 
ours were people fighting over a few 
horrid morsels of food. Instead of en­
joying the repast that had been mine by 
right, they were instead forced to sub­
sist on tuna casserole, creamed corn, 
and cucumber sandwiches. A half eaten 
bowl of overcooked green beans lie 
strewn on the dirt. When I looked into 
their beaten, dirty faces in shock - I re­
alized that these were the missing white 
people ! 
"Say." I demanded, "What are you 
over here eating this crap for, why don't 
you come over and have some chitlins." 
"We would" said one, "But the oth-
As Hutchins Turns 
BY NANNIE BLANCHE 
As Hutchins Turns by Nannie Blanche 
I told a few people that I would 
write about dating at the law school and 
they laughed ... . .  hysterically. Now 
seemed the appropriate time to discuss 
this topic with St. Valentine's Day so 
near. However, once I started to think 
about it, I had to laugh too. The reason 
that I laughed is because I thought of 
two near-dating experiences I have had 
or heard about with law students and I 
started to giggle. The problem with 
dating in the law school is that people 
lack common sense and are too dense 
to realize that someone is flirting with 
them. I have two good examples to 
demonstrate how these two qualities 
appear in law school students. 
The perfect example of someone 
lacking common sense involved the in­
teraction between myself and a fellow 
law school student, whom I will call 
"Perry." Perry and I went out once. We 
had a couple of drinks but there was no 
sexual attraction so when we parted 
ways that night, I thought, "nice guy, 
but not for me." That would be the end 
of the story but Perry decided to exhibit 
his lack of common sense four months 
later. I ran into him a little while ago 
Please See Nannie p. 11 
ers beat and spit on us because we are 
white." 
I then realized what the others had 
been kicking for fun when I came in. It 
was these people. I was enraged. Well, 
I wasn't going to have this any more. I 
convinced the alien in charge, Super­
Fly, to let me start a MAP (Mechanism 
for Achievement of Pale-folks) Pro­
gram. 
All went fine at first, and a few of 
the white people actually started sitting 
at the table with the rest of us. They 
kept their heads down, and didn't say 
anything, and that was pretty much that. 
Slowly, but surely, more and more of 
them came to the table. Days went by, 
and instead of not saying anything, the 
white folks actually started talking! 
Well this took some getting used to, but 
after a razor thin vote, it was agreed that 
the white folks could talk. 
The riot came later, when one of 
the white people asked someone to 
please pass the pecan pie. "How dare 
they," was the angry cry, "how dare they 
ask us to actually pass something whilst 
seated at our table of bounty!" The 
learned wise ones among the group 
("the Professors") agreed with the 
people, "We would feel uncomfort­
able," they declared solemnly, "Passing 
to those whites, what we have so freely 
passed among ourselves." 
Super-Fly called me into his office. 
"Cancel the MAP program" he ordered, 
"It's more trouble than it's worth." 
"No way." I said, "This is about 
justice." 
Super-fly adjusted the brim of his 
hat and clapped his hands softly. Two 
large Federalist-looking youths grabbed 
me by the arms. "You won't get away 
with this !" I screamed. The two burly 
lads threw me out of the hatch on the 
ship and I landed with a thud. The ship 
flashed for a moment before shooting 
out into the vast nether regions of the 
universe. 
I looked up, and there he was, the 
Man, this time in a blue uniform. "Let's 
see some ID." he said. 
"I forgot it in the space ship." 
"Really," said the Man, his voice 
dripping with concern and tenderness, 
"Well let's see if after a night in the pen, 
Mary Poppins will bring it for you." 
Damm
_ 
. . . �· 
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MENAGE A TROIS enter. Speaking of Dare . . .  word on the 
street is that some brave souls are con­
templating hosting the Dare Party. We 
certainly hope so. Our advice, as al­
ways, is that everyone get liquored up 
first & put your beer goggles on. That 
way, the sight of some nasty individual 
crawling on the floor in her bra and 
panties while barking like a dog will 
seem natural. (Don't get your hopes up 
boys, she graduated last year.) On a 
closing note, don't forget your sweetie 
(or object of twisted law school lust) 
on Valentine's Day. We' ve picked out 
(and tried out) a few places for a luv­
fest of your own. The trio suggest: the 
back, dark comers of Rm. 200 (rock 
your "pubes in the cubes"), behind the 
distribution counter in the Reading 
Room (maybe someone will cum ring 
the bell and ask for your package), or 
you can always show us a little pressed 
ham (or salami) on the glass ceiling of 
the Law Library - seing as we are al­
ways in there studying. We' d  pay big 
money to see the latter. On that gross 
note, we sign off - aren't you glad that 
we didn't talk about sperm donation or 
defecation? 
We take a lickin ' and keep on tickin ' 
Winter is finally here, although 
you'd never know it from all the bare 
flesh at Mitch's two Wednesdays ago. 
One would think that law students 
would know better than to sport halter 
tops and black satin pants when the 
windchill is below zero and the water­
ing hole is any bar in Ann Arbor. The 
Simposeum was the closest thing to fun 
this place has seen in a while: we were 
impressed at the amount of people who 
remained dancing until dawn. Those 
guys should have a party every week­
end. We did happen to notice an overly 
eager lL California girl who was offer­
ing body shots to every willing male 
who walked by - she should have 
charged $$ so that she can go get her 
roots done. (Meeeow !) We salute the 
creativity of one 3L who, upon discov­
ering that all the ice was gone, chilled 
his whiskey with raw frozen hot dogs 
- that's what a UVA degree will do 
for you. It's a good thing so many 
people were taking pictures - now the 
events are commemorated for all time 
in some weasel's scrapbook. (So, are 
you bringing your Nikon to the Naked 
Mile, too? ) Only the truly pure have a 
shot at elected office. 
Nannie 
continued from p. 10 
and he said, "Nannie Blanche, you have 
been nicer to me than anyone else in 
the law school. You went out of your 
way to be nice to me when no one else 
was but I do not now and never will 
want to date you." When he said this I 
had to stop and think for a minute. I 
thought that maybe I had misunderstood 
what he was saying so I went over the 
last four months in my mind. I had seen 
him once since October and spoken 
with him twice. Each time that I spoke 
with him it was just to say hello and to 
ask him how school was going. It is 
not as if I was leaving him love notes 
in the pendaflexes or following him 
home. I just tried to be as nice to him 
as I would like people to be towards me. 
I have finally come to the conclusion 
that he has too many issues to be al­
lowed to reproduce. 
The second quality that I find in­
triguing in law school students is the 
inability to understand or correctly per-
We were distressed to learn that 
the library stacks are so dangerous that 
one venerable professor wiped out 
twice in one week while prowling 
around up there (read: looking for stu­
dents having sex). Once is O.K., but 
twice is freaking ridiculous! That re­
minds us of the time that some genius 
on the Law Review got his hand stuck 
in the Coke machine while trying to 
refill it and the cops had to be called to 
cut him out. He must have written on, 
right? (One of the trio laughs her big 
ass off every time he opens his mouth 
in class.) Considering how many ab­
sent-minded profs we are blessed with, 
there is a plethora of possibilities as to 
who took the big spills. Could it be 
Jimbo Krier after a 7-martini lunch? 
Maybe it was Jerry Israel's final act of 
grace before he left - oh, wait, that's 
what those D+'s in his Crim Pro class 
were. (Should it be renamed Bail to Jail 
to Fail?) Or perhaps Kahn, Kauper, or 
Karnisar doing their old-guy shuffle? 
On second thought, maybe it was 
Croley and Logue playing freeze tag. 
We figure that S yverud i s  skinny 
enough that he'll start hiding between 
books in the stacks to catch all that dare 
ceive when someone is corning on to 
them. The best story that I have heard 
about this involved a guy that I know 
and a girl that was flirting with him. The 
girl had asked my friend to come over 
and help him with her computer. Be­
ing the nice guy that he is, he helped he 
and thought that that was the end of it. 
About two nights later she called him 
to thank him and said, "in return for 
your helping me, I would like to cook 
you dinner and follow that up with 
breakfast." After this happened he 
asked me if I thought she liked him. I 
did not think that he was serious at first 
but then he asked me about it again a 
few nights later. I tried to explain to 
him that dinner and breakfast are se­
quential and that it seemed reasonable 
to believe that she may have some slight 
attraction to him. I don't know if they 
ever hooked-up because I never asked 
about it and when he tried to bring it 
up I exercised my option to pass. 
Don't get me wrong, dating at the 
law school is possible. However, I think 
that there are only two categories of 
couples that last longer than a couple 
of nights. You have those people who 
already had significant others when they 
got to law school and have maintained 
the relationship. Alas, many of these 
people get engaged during their law 
school careers when they realize what 
the dating scene around Hutchins really 
is. The second category involves those 
people who keep their relationship so 
secret that people only find out they 
dated after they stop dating. This type 
of couple usually acts cool towards one 
another when other people are around. 
Some of them even go so far as to keep 
people they call "friends" in the dark. I 
worry a bit about these people because 
I do not understand what makes them 
so paranoid about other people having 
a bit of knowledge. Finally, I think that 
I have found the best way to handle 
dating at Hutchins , but if I tell you he 
might get in trouble. 
�· 
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